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J THE ſnows are diſſolving on Tor xEꝰs rude fide, 41 


And the ice of LuLnzAa flows down the dark tide! 
Thy dark ſtreams, O LuLEzaA! flow freely away, 
And the ſnow-drop unfolds her pale beauties today. 


Remote, the keen terrors of Winter retire, 

Where the North's dancing ſtreamers relinquiſh their fire; 
Where the Sun's genial beams ſwell the bud on the tree, 
And zNNA chaunts forth her wild warblings with glee, 


The wolfe to the foreſt's receſſes ſhall fly, 


And howl to the moon as ſhe glides thro? the ſky. 


The rein-deer, unharneſs'd, in freedom ſhall play, 
And ſafely o'er opow's ſteep precipice ſtray ; 
Then haſte my fair LHEA; ah! haſt tothe grove; 


And paſs the ſweet ſeaſon in rapture and love 


In youth let our boſoms with exſtacy glow, 
For the winter of life ne'er a tranſport can know. 
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